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The s 

e voices 




From 

out of record 

ed shadows 



Aro s 

e like hydras 




Of s 

errated words 




They 

dip all their 

soliloquies 

in 

Heml 

They 

post sentinel 

s 



To f 

eed the fire o 

f their lies 



Thro 

ugh the spirit 

box 



They 

will throw out 



Radi 

ant lures 




They 

want you to t 

ake the bait 



And 

inside of your 

mind 



They 

'll create podiums 



For 

their tyrannic 

al speeches 



Some 

will say it's 

simply you 



But 

do you not kno 

w who you arc 

i? 


Unde 

rneath all of 

the things we s 

e e 

Lie 

hidden worlds 

oblivious to 

mo 

st 

And 

sometimes the 

inhabitants c 

»f 

these 

Will 

choose to spe 

ak 



Some 

to share thei 

r light 



Ot he 

rs to rampage 

the soul 




And at night they let loose upon me 
Their legions 
Their swarms 

Of words sharpened into arrowheads 
They sound both present 


Yet of someplace other than here 
Such strange things these hours find 
They do not need to sleep 
That trouble Is all mine 
They will seek 

To entangle themselves in your thoughts 
They do not mince words 
Though they are fond of telling lies 
Almost too fond 

To where everything they speak wears a disguise 

And midnight will pass 

Yet they wo n't relent 

They will not relent 

I am sure of that envenomed truth 

It is a matter of disciplining the mind 

To hear not what you would not want to hear 

Though it takes time 

Such a discipline 

Is not a quick and easy matter 

They are like a virus 
That is always at work 

Tonight they gave me a dozen names for themselves 

Tomorrow night it might be eight 

They walk backwards from the things they say 

They are a cacophony of contradictions 

Fountains of lies 

And the lies 

So many lies 


As many lies as there are stars 


They 

stir up wi 

nd s o 

f li 

Tempo 

st that batter 

any 

They 

have lied 

since 

the 

Since 

the recor 

dings 

whe 

I could not see 



Their 

fangs uns 

he at h 

ed 

They 

pretended 

to be 

fri 

But they were v 

i pers 

of 


e s 

lingering truth to a pulp 
beginning 

n I first heard them 

ends 

audio storms 
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